Will prooue as bitter, blacke aud tragical!, 

Withdraw thee wretched ’jMirgret ,m\q come s heerer 
Snter the Qu tent, and the D^tcbssaf Tarke, 

Qu. Ah my youg Princes , ah my tender babes, * 

My vnblowne flower, new appearing Tweets, 

]f yet your gentle foules fliein thp apre, 
udnd bc not fixe indoorne pctpet'ja!!, 

Houer abohcme with your aine w,ngs, 
jind heare your mothers lamentations. 

Of*- Mar. Houer about her, fay that right for right, 
Hath dinad your infant tnojrue, to agednigbt. 

Wilt th$u Q God fj'chom fuch gentle larabes, 
•And throw them m chpjucrailesofthe Wolfes 
W hen didft thou flespe when fucli a deed was done ? 
Qj*,Mar. When holy Marjd led, apd my fweetc fon. 
‘Dm . Biinde fight, dead life, poore mottail liuing Gboft, 
W ocs fccane, worlds (ha me, graces due by life yfurpt, 
Rdi their, vnrefton England* earth, 

Vnlawfull maded.unke wit h innocents blood. 

Qu. O that thou wouldft as well afford a grauc, 

At* thou canft y.celd a melaiicholly feat, 

Then would I hide my bones, not reft them hccrc : 

O who hath any caufe to mourn e but I ? 

Dut. So many mifcrics hauecraz’d my voyce 
That my woe-weried tongue is mute and dumbe, 
Edward plantageact, why art thou dead ? 

Qt*> Mar. Ifancientforrovv bemoftreucrent, 

Giue mine die benefit of figniorie, 
jdndlet my woes frowne on the vpper hand, 

If (orrow can admit focicty. 

Tell oueryour woes againeby vewing mine: 
lhad an Edward till a Richard k ild him. 

I had a Richard, till a Richard kill him. 

Thou ha Jftan Edward, till a RJchird ktld him. 

Thou hadft a Rich trd, till a Richard kild him. 

D it. I had a Richard too,and thou didft kill him .* 

I had a Rutland ton, and thou holpft to kill him : 

Qs x ir. r non hadft a plannee too, till Richard kild him. 
From for.h th; kennel! of thy wombe hath crept, 

A hell 



A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 

That Dogge that had his teeth before his eyes 
To worry lambes,and lap their gentle bloods, 

That foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let loofc to chafe vs to our graues, 

0 vpright, iuft, am true difpofing God, 

How do I thanke thee, for this carnall curre 
Preyes on the iffue of his mothers body. 

And make hcrpue-fellow with others mone. 

Dut. O, Harms wife, triumph not in my woes, 

God vvitnefTe with me 1 haue wept for tnce. 

Qu,Mar. Beare w ith me I am hungry for rcuenge, 
rAnd now I cloie me with beholding it : 

ThyEdwardhe is dead, that ftabd my E dward. 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward, 

Yong Tor he, he is but boote,becau(e both they 
Match net che high perfection of my Iofle •• 

Thy C/a? ti.ceheu dcad,thatkild my Edward, 

And the beholders of this tragicke play, 

The adulterate Hafitngs, Ritters, Hough an. Gray , 

Vntirutly (mothered in their duskie graues, 

Richard \ et 1 iucs.hels blacke intelligencer, 

Onely referued their faChor to buy foules. 

And fend them thither , but at hand, 

Enfues his pitccous, and vnpitcied end, 

Earth gapes, hell burnes, fiends roare, Saints pray, . 

T o haue him fudder-ly conueyed away. 

Cancell his bonds oflifedeareGod I pray, 

That I may liue to fay the Dog is dead. 

Q».0 thou didft prophefic the time would eom e 
That I fliould wilh for thee toheJpe me cur fie 
That botteld fpider, that foule hunch. backt toad. 

Qa Mar. ( call thee then vatne flourifb of my fortune, 

1 call thee then poore (haddow painted Qucene, 

The prefentation of but what I was. 

The flattering index of a direful! pageant. 

One heau d a highnobc hurled dowHe below, 

A mother onely, mockt with two fweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou were , a breath, a bubble, 
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